The Hiftorieof 

»*' 'pa/f, 1 would it were bed rime Hal, and all well. 

Prin. Why? thou owe 11 God a death. 

Fair. T'isnotdueyct, I would be loth tcvpay.him before his 
day t what need Ibelo forward with him that calls not on rneei 
Well, t’is no matter, Honour pricks me on : yea but how ifH 0 ‘ 
nour prick me off when I come on? how then can Honour fet to 
a leg. ? no,or an armc? no, or take away the griefe of a wound?no, 
Honour hath no skill in Surgerie then, no: What is Honour? s 
Word : What is that word Honour? Aire satrimme reckoning/ 
Who hath it? he that died a WednefdayJDcthhefeeleit? no; 
doth he heare it? no : t’is icfenfible then. ? yca,to the dead.-butwill 
itnotliue with the liuing ? no .-.why? detraction will notfuffet 
it, therefore lie none of itj Honour is a meere Skutchion •, and 
fo ends my Catechifme. Exit. 

Enter Worcefter , and ftr Richard Vernon. N 

Wor. O no, my Nephew mull not know. Sir Rickard, 

The liberall kind offer of the King. 

Ver . T’werebefthedid. 

Wot . Then are weallvndone, 

It is not poffible, it cannot be. 

The King would kcepe his word in louingvs, ;• 

He will fufpeCl vs flili, and find a time, 

To ponifli this offence in others faults j 
Suppofition, all our Hues, fhallbe ftucke full of eyes. 

For T reafon is but trullcd like theFoxe, 
Whoneuerfotame,focherifht,andlocktvp, 

Will haue a wilde tricke of his anceflcrs : 

Lookc how he can, or fad or merrily: 

I nterpretation will mifquote our lookes, 

And we (hall feed like Oxen at a flail, 

The better cheriflit, flill the-nearer death. 

My Nephews trefpalfe may be well forgot. 

It hath the excufe of youth, and heate of blood. 

And an adopted nameofPriuiledge, 

A haire-bcaind Hoijpnr, goueraed by a fpleenc, 

All his offencesliuevpon my head, 

Anden his Fathers. We did trainehim on, 

Andhis corruption being tane from vs.i 
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We as the fpring of all, fhallpay for all : 

Therefore good Coofcn, let no tHarty know 

In any cafe, the offer of the King. Enter Hotjpur. 

fer. Deliuer what you wil,Ile fay tis fo.Here comes your Coo- 

Uot. My vncle is returnd, (fen. 

Deliuer vp my Lord of Weflmerlandj. 

Vncle,whatnewes? 

War. The King will bid you Battell prefently. 

Dow. Defie him by the Lord of Weftmeiland, 

Hot. Lov&DovpglM, go you and tell him fo. 

Vow. Mary and fhall,and very willingly. Exit Dowg. 

Wor, There is no feeming mercy in the King. 

Hot. Did you beg any ? God forbid. 

Wor, I told him gently of your grieuances, 

Of his Oath-breaking : which he mended thus, 

By now forfwearing that he is forfworne, 

He calls vs Rebels, T raytors, and will fcourge 

With haughty armes , this hatefull name in vs. Enter Dow. 

Dow. Armc Gentlemen, to armes, for J haue throwne 
A braue Defiance in King Henries teeth § 

And Wejlmerland that was ingag’d did beareit, 

Which cannotchufc but bring him quickly on. 

Wor. Th e Prince of Wales ftept forth before the King, . 

And Nephew, challeng’d you to Angle fight. 

Hot. O, would the quarrell lay vpon our heads. 

And that no man might draw fliort breath to day, 

ButlandAfor^ CMonmouth : tell me, tell me, 

How fliewd his talking ? feem'd it in contempt ? 

Ver. No, by my foulc, I neucr in my life 
Did heare a Challenge vrg’d more modcftly, 

VnlelTe a Brother ihould a Brother dare 
To gentle exercife and proofe of armes. 

He gaue you all the duties of a man, 

Annul vp your praifes with aprincely tongue, 

Spoke your deferuings like a Chronicle, 

Making you euer better then his praife, 

7 dapraifing prayfe, valued with you : 

Afld which became him like a Prince indeed, 

He 


